THE BOYS OF THE OLD BRIGADE
on parade later for inspection. They know it not.
but they are standing over the very iaws of death.
Under their feet is a huge charge of explosives, timed
to go off shortly.
There is a terrific roar, every window tor hundreds
of yards round is broken, houses shake, walls collapse.
A dozen odd valiant warriors are blown to their
long rest, a few days before peace arrives. Some bits
are picked up and buried. As I follow the cortege
the bands drum out the Dead March on their way
to the little French cemetery.
Is this a gentle reminder that we are not yet out
of the wood?
We move forward to the River Scheldt at Pecq.
Poor Pecq, unscathed until November, 1918, it is
demolished in a day. The shelling is considerable.
A rearguard disputes the passage of the canalised
river. An attack on a large scale is planned, which
necessitates the forcing of the river and an advance
over open country to the plateau beyond. For this
enterprise the East Lanes, Staffords and "Skins* are
specially put back into the line out of their turn.
My memory flashes back to the G.H.Q. *no offen-
sive5 order. .What, had I published it?
Temporary bridges are thrown across the river at
night. Patrols of 'old men5 are pushed out across the
causeways. The bird is beginning to fly, so come
back the reports. *Atte%, Allez* commands Andrews,
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